TWO  SYMPHONIES

world differs from the world of sound, and that any
comparison between the troo must necessarily be a lame
one.

February zyth*

I have been so full of my comparisons that I have not
yet said what immense pleasure the Neuchatel concert
gave Gertrude. It was actually the Pastoral Symphony
that was being played! I say actually because* as uili be
easily understood, there is no work I could have more
wished her to hear. For a long time after we had left the
concert-room, Gertrude remained sileat, as though lost
in ecstasy.

"Is what you see really as beautiful as that?" she asked
at last.

"As beautiful as what, dear child?"
"As that 'scene on the bank of a stream?"
I did not answer at once, for I was reflecting that those
inefiable harmonies painted the world as it might have
been, as it would be without evil and without sin, rather
than the world as it really was. And I had never yet
ventured to speak to Gertrude of evil and sin and
death.

"Those who have eyes," I said at last, "do not know
their happiness."

"But I who have not," she cried, "I know the happiness-
of hearing."

She pressed up against me as she walked and hung on to
my arm in the way small children do.

"Pastor, do you frel how happy I am? No, no, I
don't say so to please you. Look at me. Cafl't you see on
people's faces whether they are speaking the truth? I
always know by their voices. Do you remember the day
you answered me that you weren't crying, when my
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